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Nikki stared blankly into the mirror, mouth hanging open as he tried to apply his eyeliner. His hands shook as 
he dragged the makeup along his eyelids, looking a little bit less dead than he did before they appeared 
backstage. Before standing up he drew on the ‘war paint on his cheeks, almost tying the look together. The 
final step was the crimson lipstick, applying it at a slow pace as to not mess up. He already looked like trash, he 
didn't need to make it worse by fucking up his stage makeup. 


"Looking good, Sixx." Vince.. purred? from behind him, snickering under his breath afterwards. The blush already 
on his cheeks didn't do too much to hide the crimson that appeared underneath, getting up and lightly shoving 
past him to find his bass guitar. "Uh, thanks. You too." He bolted out of the changing room, finding his bass and 
slinging it across his body. Why was he so anxious all of a sudden? It was just. stage nerves. That's it. He didn't 
care about what Vince said, he was just teasing after all. Right? He had to admit. the compliment did make him 
happier than he was trying to show. Vince didn't really say nice things often, especially towards him. He could 


see Tommy eyeballing him from the corner of the room, raising an eyebrow as if to ask why the hell he was 


so giddy. 


Before Tommy got a chance to question his behavior they were called on to do their set, much to his luck. 


Nikki was never a good liar, anyways. 


He was used to having eyes on him by this point, considering this was their third large tour they'd done as a 
band. But something felt.. different. Vince was different, specifically. He was being a lot more touchy than usual. 
Most of the time he had his arm draped around Nikki, singing into his ear, almost grinding against him. He'd 
certainly done things like that in the past but tonight it was more noticeable, as if he was trying to. mess with 
him? 


He couldn't say he didn't like it, though. He'd ended up trying to hide a hard-on for most of the set. which was 
easy to do behind a bass, luckily. But holy fuck, was Vince good at turning people on. Wait. no. Not turned on. He 
couldn't help how his body reacted. He wasn't attracted to Vince. it just felt good. Anyone could have done that. 
DEFINITELY wasn't from him being a dude. Nikki shook his head at the ludicrous idea, packing away his 
instrument and holing himself in the change room. There was NO way he'd be able to pick up a groupie tonight. 
not with the thoughts currently occupying his head. 


"| don't fucking like GUYS!" His voice shook with a little more uncertainty than it should have, as he sucked in 
his lower lip to stop the quivering. He was Nikki fucking Sixx. He liked chicks. He liked tits. He liked pussy. He 
didn't like dick. No way. Not at all. He liked his OWN dick, but that was a totally different story. "Nikki?" Speak of 
the devil 


"Uh... hey, Vince. What's up?" He hissed under his breath and coughed a few times, grabbing the nearby bottle 
of Jack Daniels and taking a generous swig from it. Vince raised an eyebrow just like Tommy had an hour or 
two prior, leaning his slender body against the wall. "There's some groupies back stage. | was wondering if you 
wanted to join us? You're usually all over them by now." His arms crossed across his chest, insanely kissable 
lips in a faint smirk Kissable? No. No no no. Nikki shook his head, more to himself, eventually making eye 
contact with the bleach blonde vocalist. "I'll pass. I'm not uh. feeling so good. Yeah." Well. technically he didn't 
feel good. He was having a fucking crisis! Rolling his eyes Vince sighed, waving his hand dismissively. "Suit 


yourself. Just means more for us." 
Asshole. 


Nikki retreated to the tour bus after the encounter, trying not to imagine the groupies Vince was probably 
fucking backstage right now. Why did he even care? It's not like he was gay for him or anything. Fucking gross. 


